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Summary: 


His cousin is undeniably beautiful. 


Moonlight Sonata 
Author's Note: 
e For Aaliyah Balir. 


Request was Amiti/Rief. So sorry | made it sad, | will 
probably write a happier piece for you once I’m finished 
with my other obligations. Happy holidays anyway~ 


His cousin is undeniably beautiful. 


It’s this simple truth that keeps Rief awake at night, when 
the rest of the party is sleeping under rough, worn sheets at 
the inn. It’s this truth that draws him outside to gaze at the 
moon, far away and radiant, a secret sight for only those 
night-dwellers to see. He reaches out as if to grasp it, but 
like most things, it slips away at the crack of dawn. 


It’s not that he doesn’t like the sun. Rather, it’s the moon 
that attracts him more, with its subtle brilliance and silvery 
blue sheen. Its glow glints off his glasses with a grace he 
had always envied, being a teenage boy with no athletic 
talents and a brain that works faster than his tongue. 
Occasionally he will reach out with a hand, straining to 
touch that battered surface, to sooth its wounds and cherish 
its light. 


But always, always, it is out of reach. 


On the nights that he does get sleep, his dreams are 
haunted in shades of blue and gold. On the days after, he 
averts his gaze from the slender fingers that string arrows 
onto a bow, that wrap around the hilt of a rapier with a firm 
grasp. He shies away from touch and keeps his mouth shut, 


for the chance to saying those three friendship-destroying 
words grows after every dream. 


His cousin doesn’t make it easier. He hovers, concerned, 
whenever Rief makes to brush him away. He brings up 
questions (about the world, that monster they just fought, 
the culture of the town they’re in) that Rief feels obligated to 
answer. He drops casual affection into their lives with a pat 
on the back, a brush of their hands as they exchange items, 
a thankful touch as Rief heals his wounds. It’s apparent that 
his cousin is just as touch-starved as he is. 


And it’s not as if (incest) is uncommon! The Mercury Clan is 
practically known for intermarriage, if only to continue the 
bloodline. But his cousin doesn’t know this; his sheltered life 
in Ayuthay has erased all knowledge of his ancestry, and 
Rief will not be the one to inform him that two men can’t 
produce children. 


He also knows that his cousin does not endorse (incest). His 
mind is clear, untouched and pure like holy water. Rief 
doesn’t want to be the one to taint him, no matter his own 
desires. And why would he want Rief, anyway? He’s not 
conventionally handsome by any means, short and round- 
faced, with noodles for arms and sticks for legs. No, nobody 
would desire him. 


So why does the heart want what it cannot have? Why does 
it want the strange, forbidden things, the Romeo and Juliet 
of romances, the fruit of Tantalus? The question rings in the 
back of his mind, on moonless nights in the middle of the 
ocean, when he touches himself and hopes to the heavens 
that the walls between cabins are thick enough to block out 
his bitten-back whimpers. His fantasies are soun of mercury 
clouds, and only after he climaxed does he have the 


decency to drown in guilt, tear tracks shining on his cheeks, 
pining. 


His cousin is undeniably beautiful. And, as much as Rief 
wishes he wasn’t, he is also undeniably untouchable. 


